Soon AIRED. - 
a oath "T" 


THE X. 4 
CONSPIRACY OF GOWRIE, i 


4 TRAGEDY. = 


: ? 

© Were Malicre.and Corncille to produce at preſent * 

their early compoſitions, which were formerl, fo well received, it wo ald diſcourage 

: the young Poets to ſee the indifference and diſdain of the Pub.ice The 1guorance of 
the Age alone could have given admiflion to The Prince of Tyre; but tis to that we 
owe Phe Meer: Had Every An in His Humour been rejected, we had never ſeen 
Volp ne. HUME'S ESSAYS, XVII, 

| — eee — ñ—;.ñ—ñ— eee CI Ire ee eee ee ee —äö ę 

| 

| 

' 


| LONDON: 


PRINTED BY DAVIS, WILKS, AND TAYLOR, 
| CHANCERY-LANE, 


FOR J. BELL, OX FORD=$TREET. == 
<= = 


| 1800. 


ADVERTISEMENT To THz READER. 


Tur great difficulty of judging 

with fairneſs of one's own work, has been long 
the complaint of the Public, and of Authors the 
ſervants of the Public. That there are numerous, 
numerous faults in the following compoſition 1t 
would be folly not to ſuppoſe. The point, how- 
ever, which its Author is anxious to aſcertain, is, 
whether his mind 1s of that kind which 1s likely 
to excel in literary purſuits. It is often the lot 
of Man, that, after the labour of half a life, he 

diſcovers that he has applied himſelf to that for 
which Nature intended him not. The preſent 
Writer is young: ſhonld he fail in this, he has 
yet time enough, by diligence in ſome other leſs 
arduous ſtudy, to avoid that Ridicule which falls 
upon a miſcalculation of ability. 


It will immediately appear to the Reader of this 
Dramatic effort, that, although it may not en- 
tirely be without intereſt ro the moral and politi- 
cal Philoſopher, it yet would be improper for 

theatrical repreſentation, As the end therefore 
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vi. ADVERTISEMENT, 


is different, the means employed may alſo ad- 
mit of ſome modification, That dialogue which 


would weary on the Stage, may perhaps entertain 
in the Cloſet. —For the hiſtorical 3 of 


the Play fee Robertſon's Scotland. 


A few notes are added, againſt the wiſh of the 
Writer; he yielded to the judgment of a friend. 
They, however, may be omitted, and the work 
will read, as it ought to do, without them. 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


EARL or GowRix. 

RUTHVEN, brother to Gorurie. 

HzNDRRSON, @ youth brought up in the family of 
Goxvrie. h | 

James, king of Scotland. 

SIR T. EnskINx, 

Sik J. RAMsk T, &c. 


MarirI pA, the fifter of Gocorie and Ruthven: 
MACLENNA. 


Attendants of the king, ſervants, peaſants, &c. 


The SCENE is at Perth. | 
The Tims is the evening of the 4th and morning 
of the 5th of Auguſt, 1600. 


#Þ The father of Gowns was irregularly executed 
for treaſon, at Stirling, 1584. 
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THE 


CONSPIRACY OF GOWRIE, 


A TRAGEDY. 


— ——— 


ACT L 


SCENE I. 


A ball in the palace of Gowrie,—Beneath»the picture 
of an armed chief bangs a ſword, 


MaTilLDA, RUTHYEN. 


Mat. STILL not arriv'd! It irks me this delay. 
This is the hour of ſtillneſs and of eve, 
When the loud tongue and politic brain are huſh'd, 
And the heart ſpeaks. How dull and ſluggard- like 
Creep the long hours, when all around is mute ! 
The mind itſelf is heavily becalm'd ; 
That, were he here, I ſhould but half rejoice, 
Sick, ſick with expectation. Thrice I climb'd 
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The terrace of yon turret, thrice I look'd 
For his defir'd approach. O, tardy ſpirit ! 
Ling'rer, permitted to return in vain ! 
Methought, that as the bird releas'd ſprings forth, 
And wounds with ceaſeleſs wing the yielding air, 
He would have urg'd his gladſome way with * 
Surpaſſing hope and foreſight. 
Ruthven. Nay, Matilda, 
I aſk not his return till morn, To- day 
Bears on its luckleſs brow the flamp of Fate. 
It is the day on which my father died, 
And, as a traitor, to the biting axe 
Vail'd his high head. It is a thought to cloud 
Joyfulleſt meeting. Thee thine early years 
Shielded from knowledge ; for myſelf, mine age 
Was ripe enough to feel, to mourn his loſs, 
Mat. Nay, ſpeak not of the dead: my brother 
lives, 
Said*ſt thou not this was the ſelected eve 
To witneſs his return? 'Tis ſtrange, moſt flrange, 
That, when you left the court, he came not too. 
Rub. O, men there are, who love to dwell 
on ill; 
Who never feel the balmy Salle of prag, 
But they recount the tyrannous north, that kills 
The flow'rets of the vale ; who look unmov'd 
On the clear light of heav'n, and talk of miſts 
In which the trav'ller periſh'd. Such is he, 
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I mark'd his mien, I mark'd his mocking eye, 

At that fair hour, when with a loyal knee 

Before the throne of ſov'reignty he bow'd, 

And, to our houſe's dignity reſtor'd, 

Roſe mid the circle of admiring chiefs, 

My rapt heart bounded as I bade him joy 

And hail'd him earl of Gowrie. He the while 

Welcom'd his honours with a doubtful ſmile, 

And mus'd in filence long. A tale, that ſpoke 

Of the large faith allegiance ow'd the prince, 

' Eſcap'd the royal lip his crimſon cheek 

Fluſh'd at the word, his ſtature ſeem'd enlarg'd, 

And ſcorn and anger mantled o'er his face, 

Like the gray cloud that ſkims the ſummer bank. 

I gaz'd, and, ſhudd'ring, dropp'd the hand I held ; 

To my tranc'd view the ſpirit of my fire, 

Such as tradition notes him, when at Ruthven 

He ſeiz'd the youthful ruler, once again 

Blaz'd forth, rekindled in his fiery ſon. 

Think not my fancy err'd—O no—himfelf— 

The king—like one whom fearful dreams aſſail, 

Started, and ſhrinking from the hoſtile glance 

Paſs'd his rais'd hand o'er his contracted brow— 
Mat. Hark | 'tis the noiſe of horſemen ! loud the 

ground 

Sounds to the ſteed's impetuous hoof.—He comes 

Let cold Diſtruſt, who fleals the bloom of life 

From Joy's bright cheek, be far. He comes! he comes 

The firſt-born of my mother ! 
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SCENE Il. 


RuTaven, MaTilDa, Gow, 2sbered by 
HExDERSON. 


Gowrit—[tbrows bis eye around the room, and rests 


at the Picture of has father. 


Form revered, 
That gazeſt on me with inquiring eye, 
Thou look'ft as I would have thee. Yes, tis I, 
Thy ſon, the bearer of thy name !—The reſt, 
Let the recording page, when. I am gone, 
Speak as my deeds ſhall merit. Shade revered, 
Thus I renew the contract of my youth, 
And ſwear me thine for ever, 
„ Sword, good ſword, 

A mighty head, my father's, ſway'd thee once! 
He taught thee gallant deeds. I graſp thee now, 
I that perchaace inherit not his worth, 
Yet ſtill have courage to defend his fame. 

Ruth. Not leſs the piety that warms my breaſt. 
But nobler is the ſervice which preſerves 
With foſt ring care the ſpark that glows with life, 
Than tribute offer'd to the barren tomb. | 
Turn then, ah turn, from one, who hears thee not, 
Or, if he hear, needs not thine idle love, n 
And from my hand receive as rich a gift 
As brother ever boaſted. Lift, Matilda, 
Lift up the trembling luſtre of thine eyes, 
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And, with a look like hers who gave thee birth, 
Beam welcome and affection. Smile, my ſiſter, 
Smile like thy fainted mother. 

Gow. Smiles! affection 
Affection grows by interchange of good, 
Domeſtic charities and long-tried worth. 

I, I a ſtranger on my native ſoil, 
Mott unendear'd, moſt unbelov'd, in vain 
Demand a ſiſter's fondneſs. Wiſer far 
Were it to bid her vent her ſwelling boſom, 
That heaves with terror of th” expected gueſt 
Who comes to lord it o'er her father's fields, 
And like a foreign ſpoiler vex the land 
With his half-ownerſhip, his new dominion. 
Nay, never ſtart, girl, I reprove thee not: | 
What though the purple ſtream that bathes thy +2 
heart | | 
Flow not for me, I cannot ſpeak thee blame. 
Fate, that has joy'd to deſolate my life, 
Gave me no golden hour to watch thy dawn, 
And ſteal upon thy love with converſe bland, 


Soothing my rugged nature into ſoftneſs. 

In thy young joys, and in thine early griefs, 

I, wand'ring exile, ſhar'd not, felt them not. 

When ſome proud thane, with inſolent diſdain, 

Scorn'd thine untitled beauties, and the glow 

Of dignity offended ting'd thy cheek, 

Fate gave not me to frown the wretch to ſhame | 
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When the fads daughters of the realm ſhone forth, 
Circling the liſted plain, Fate gave not me, 

The wreath of triumph wound around my bgows,: 
To drink with diligent ear the thrilling cry, 

«Tis he, the conqueror, tis he, my brother!“ 


Now, after years of abſence, I return 


(Too late to win thy love) to ſcare ſweet peace, 4 
To mar thy wonted habits, calm delights, 
And rob thine home of pleaſantneſs.— Affection 


O, I expect it not. Love, genial love, 
If it were felt, were felt in vain ſor me. 


Like ſome gay dome upon a Gothic pile, 


It could not build this frame of mine anew, 


And would but ſpoil me for the thing I ara. 

Mat. Unkind, my brother! The connubial rite 
That bleſs'd our parents' Jove, that made them one, 
Was it pronounc'd in vain? or bound it them, 

And them alone; in union ? Holy rite, 

For wider charities, ſublimer ends, 

Was preordain'd thine hallow'd birth on high, 
When the world meant to be, *Twas thine to teach 
The ſoul of man to melt with milder fires *; 

Twas to create new duties, new delights, 

To plant with families the ſocial earth, 


And join in heart the children of one bed, 
Has then the petty wave that roll'd betwixt us, 


The mountain and the vale that ſever'd us, 


* Milton. 
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Sunder'd our minds for ever? True, mine eye 

Till now beheld you not. What then? The Pow'r 
That call'd this vaſt of wonders into being 

Unſeen is worſhipp'd, and unheard ador'd. 

To doubt, my true affection were to call 

Untrue, unchaſte, my mother. Fear me not, 

I hold you in my boſom. Fancy oft, 

Sweet child of Pity, graces baniſh'd Suff*rance 

With faireſt thoughts: and Diſtance throws, like 


Time, | 
A ſacredneſs around her. 
Gow. Yes, 'tis ſoothing, 


That voice of pity, certain. To the ear 

Grateful, as toys to children, The wrong'd ſeed, 
Torn from his native wilds, tam'd to ſubmithon, 
Yields to the rein, and hourly feels the ſpur 
Plung'd in his reeking fide. The lord o'the woods, 
The lion, unſubmitting —— Well, no matter, 

I thank you for your love, and will requite it 

As largely as a worn heart — 

Mat. Liſt—the pipe, 
Tuning wild muſic to the vacant air, | 
Awakes the {lumb'ring eve. They crowd around, 
The joy ful peaſantry, with homage meet 
Fager to gratulate their chief, Reward, 

Reward their honeſt zeal: bid them approach, 


And, as they pals along the ſpacious hall, 
Crown with thy preſence their abounding love, 
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Gow. O, not to-night, Matilda, not to-night, 
No pomp to-night. | 
Ruth, Nay, give her way, my brother. 
Earth teems with ill: Time, marking in his flight 
Woe follow woe, with friendly zealous hand 
Plucks up the full weed as he paſſes on. 
But thou, O thou, curious in miſery, - 
Scorneſt the remedy that Nature's care 
Provides for ſuff ring man, and wear'ſt in pride, 
Claſp'd to thy breaſt and treaſur'd at thine heart, 
The thorns that elſe were ſtingleſs. Bid them come; 
And let this hour, an hour in days of yore 


Sad to this houſe, become an hour of joy, 


To be receiv'd henceforward with delight, 

All ills forgotten. 
Gow. Ruthven, pray you, peace. 

I am not to be mov'd. And, gentle ſiſter, 

My mild embaſſadreſs, go tell my people, 

This heart ſhall hold, when happier thoughts poſſeſs 
me, * | | 

The tribute of their duty dear as vows 

Made at the ſhrine of ſaints—But, for to-night, 

I cannot with the temper that 1 would 

Receive their worthy off ring. Pray you, ſay ſo. 
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SCENE III. 


Gowalz, RuTyven, MATILDA goes out, followed 
- by HENDERSON. 


G:av. Scene of my early years, ball of my fathers! 
Receive me home-returning ! once again 
Receive a maſter | Thy majeſtic form, 
And the drear aſpect of thy pond'roug roof 
Stretching its bold arch o'er me, greet me well. 
With due ſolemnity it fills the mind ; ; 
And, as the dim cathedral's vaulted pomp 
Bends to religious awe the captive ſoul, 
Fits me for high reſolve. Frown on, thou pile ! 
Frown on, thou gloomy pile | from this my breaft 
Chaſe each light image, that with wily glance 
May win me from my purpoſe |! 

Sir, our father, 

(When he who fits upon the throne of Scotland 
Was but a boy, and boy-like lent an ear 
To the baſe flatt'rers that beſieg'd his court) 
Our father then, roughly perhaps, ftepp'd forth 
And ſwept away the ſwarm. Quick they return'd, 
And under colour of ſmooth law, juſt law, 
Corded him like a felon. This thou know'ſt.— 
Unſepulchred and rudely earth'd he ſlept, 
No rite perform'd, at Stirling. "Twas to-day 
| He fell: to-day ſhall he begin to reſt 
Entomb'd with his progenitors, They ſtart 
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From the cold bed of death, and riſe to meet him. 
The dark houſe murmurs heavily. Thy .brother 
Comes not alone. His father's corſe, thy father's, 
Borne to the dim vault o'er the ſullen plain, 
Ere the pale moon-light fade ſhall pats before thee. 
Now aſk, if tis a time for dance and ſong. 

Ruth. Bid me not anſwer, for I cannot ſpeak. 
The ſtrangeneſs of thy ſpirit chills the frame, 
And like the thunder awes me into filence, 
Soso. What! is it ſtrange, then, that with filial 


care | 
I ſought a refuge for bis lov'd remains? 
My duty reſts not here. My father's dom 
Lives in my fevered brain. I was nut born 
To feel the ſtripes of fortune, and to ſhow, 
Like the thin air, no ſcais, O, I were dull 
As he, the wretch whom day-fpring rever cheer'd, 
Voice never ſooth'd ; whom thrifty nature barr'd 
From light, from found, awak'd I not at this !— 
The woman and the ſtranger bid me wake. 
A dame of lofty ſtature, on the heath 
| Wand'ring and unattended, croſs'd my way. 
= A crimſon band confin'd the fable veſt 
That in fantaſtic faſhion o'er her limbs 
1 Flow'd negligently awſul. Dark her locks 
| Stream'd to the gale, whilſt her uncover'd fect 
Mock'd with unſhrinking tread the flmty earth. 
Fierce ſhe advanc'd, and paus d. Her naked arm, 
Uplifted, ſtartled my foreboding ſteed, 
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Who bore me back reluctant. With an eye 

Of wildeſt import ſhe ſurvey'd me o'er ; 

Then, in a voice which thrill'd my very ſoul, 

She cried aloud —* Long exil'd Gowrie, hail! , 
_ « Son of a murder'd father, hail, thrice bail l“ 

| She ſaid, and paſs'd with hurried pace along. 

Awe held me bound in filence. Cold the blood 
Crept in each vein, The mighty mother, Rome, 
Deſpoil her forehead of its tow ry crown “, 

Not more majeſtic met the. fixed gaze 

Of him who falter'd at the Rubicon. 

Fear is my ſcorn : But, if my limbs e'er fail'd, 

My heart e'er play'd me falſe, it was to-night. 

Ruth. It is Maclenna—ſhe that to the moon 

Fours myſtic oriſons—a hapleſs dame 

That for a few ſhort months Has ſojourn'd here. 

Converſe of man ſhe ſhuns, Tis hers to read, 

Some ſay, the ways of Heaven. Some think her mad 

Did then a wand'ring maniac ſcare thee thus ? 
Goto. O, trifles oft appal the ſtouteſt heart. 

The mariner prepares him for the ſtorm 5 

Warn'd of the coming blaſt, and rides the wave 

Fearleſs, though mounting billows laſh the ſtars. 

In ſome ſerener hour the green ſea ſmiles, 

The ſun beams bright, the veſlel g'ides along, 

And all is fair: if then the cordage crack, 

The treach'rous ſail-yard ſplit, he ftarts amaz d, 

Terrors poſſeſs him, an] confuſion reigns. 


* Lucan, 
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For 'tis the form in which miſchance appears, 
Nor mere miſchance, that lords it. Jove's own oak 
Kiſſes the plain: the ſtrong-ribb'd trunk defies 
The tyrannous preſſure of the invading wedge, 
Nor heeds the pond'rous load ;—an infant ſtrikes— 
Its fibres quiver, and the giant wood | 
< Yields to the blow ſubmiſſive. Adverſe ſate 
Shall ſhower upon my head an iron-ſhower 
Thicker than that fierce flight that dimm'd the ſun, 
- Nor will I ſhrink. But O ſhould palſied Age, 
Naming in accent ſhrill my father's name, 
Hurl his unwarlike dart, my nerveleſs arm 
Would fall the uplifted targe, and bare my breaſt 
Unſhelter'd to the fight. I feel it here. 
My ſoul is wound ſo truly to the note, 
That each light breeze, that plays upon the ſtring, 
Brings forth the wonted found. She ſpoke, the dame 
She ſpoke of him, my parent, and my heart - 
Leap'd forth io anſwer. Ruthven, ſhe that ſav'd, 
* Pam'din Italian ſong, the martial maid, 
And, with cœleſtial art endow'd, dar'd raiſe 
Of unborn chiefs a viſionary race, 
Was'not array'd, though dear to fancy's eye, 
Holier than ſhe, in majeſty of form, 
Who came to bid me hail. 


* Veliffa, in Arioſto. 
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SCENE IV. 
Gowsis, RuTuvix, MatilDa, HENDRRSO. 


Mat. O gallant brother 1 


Worthieſt to be the hymn of after- times, 
Pride of his country, ſaviour of his king 
Tis Henderſon that heard the tale — Speak, youth | 
The joy that riots at my heart is full, 
And tears are all mine utt'rance. 
Hen. Good my lord, 
Let the glad tidings that my tongue relates 
Win to my ſpeech an unreproving ear.— 
O, thoſe without, the followers of my lord, 
Rccite a deed — 
Ruth, Speak, Henderſon, what deed ? 
Mat. A deed, that from our houſe blots all re- 
proach, ; 
Makes dumb the tongue of Raw, from the mouth 
Of Calumny, the ſerpent, plucks his tooth, 
His venemous tooth, and bids bim range the brake 
Deſpis'd and harmleſs. 
Hen. Wazkeſul as the dawn 
In the red eaſt aroſe the king for Falkland, 
Driving the ftag before him as he rode. 
The frowning caſtle that commands the ſtrand, 
And the ſalt Frith that rolls his waves between, 
Were quickly left behind. The chiding pack 
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Made jocund with their cry the laughing woods. 
Long was the chace, unwearicd the purſuit.— ” 
At length the noble ſavage ſtood at bay, 
And, meaſuring with his branching front the throng, 
Seem'd to conſider where he beſt might die. 
The monarch of the foreſt thought it ſhame 
To fall by hands unkingly. Fierce he ruſh'd , 
Againſt the royal ſteed, who ſtarted, plung'd, 
Unſeated his great rider. The wild foe 
Flung wide his antlers broad, and Scotland trembled. 
The bold earl then | 
Ruth. Unfiniſh'd be the tale, 
If it end other than my hopes portend !_ 
Gow. The tale is o'er. I ſlew the dappled fool, 
And fav'd the king. Tis all. 
Ruth, Not all, not all! 
The noble act beſpeaks a nobler ſoul: 
A ſoul, where gratitude delishis to dwell, 
Proud to repay tenfold the debt of love 1 
A ſoul, that inly conſcious of its rights 
Reſents the raſnneſs of encroaching power, 
Yet ſtems the workings of ingenuous ire; 
And at the common call of nature rous'd, 
When danger preſſes nigh, forgets the foe, 
And glows with ardour to relieve the man! 
"im So let it be. — Thine hiſtory, youth, is 
known. 
This houſe has called thee hers. Nor ſhall ſhe now 
Withhold her friendly ſhelter. Thou art mine, 
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My favour and my praiſe, —Lights, lights. Matilda 
Shail ſhow me to the gallery. Lead, my brother. 
[4's be gots out, be /t:ps and looks back at his 
| fatber's picture. 

Genius, thou power that lifi'it us to the ſtars, 


Informing energy, creative force |! 

That dogm'tt the fate of empires with a nod, 
Whom fortune worthips and events obey, 

Thee, thee, my ſpirit woos! Be thou my god ' 
Thou, from the rich ſtores of futurity 

Culling the auſpicious moment, likeft Him, 
The great Geometer of antient writ, 

From unborn nothing bid4'it thy world ariſe, 
And ſpreadeſt wonder round thee One, one died. 
Awake, be juft ! atlert thine injur'd rights! 

W oat thou deniedſt the father, give the on ! 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


16 THE CONSPIRACY OF GoOWRIE, A. t II. 


SCENE I. 


A place of tombs. Bearers paſs acroſs. Gow IE and 
RuTaven advance from the vault, MACLENNA 
is diſcovered in the back ſcene, Jreeping—ber bead 
reclining on a tomb-ſlone. 


Gowkis, RuTuven. 


Gow, THE faint moon pales apace. The ſilver orbs, 
That late enrich'd her nightly pomp, are gone. 
Sole ſparkling in the forehead of the ſky 
Plays the bright ſtar of morn, ike ſome gay ſteed 
That in the proud rear of a gorgeous troop 
- Haughtily throws his head, though laſt, not leaſt 
Dazzling the gazer's eye. To bed, my brother, 
We'll couch with the owl, at dawn. 
Ru! b. Not 1, not I. 
Theſe rites to-night have ſcared the gentle ſleep, 
She lights on lids” fatigued with milder cares. 
The waves of the ocean, though the florm be paſt, 
Heave long before their criſp heads ſink to reſt. 
Gow. So ſpeed my hopes, if waking be the taſk, 
As J contend to the utmoſt! Men have been, 
Who, counting years by deeds, have wept to think 
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Their term of life a blank. How is't with me? 
My crowding days, a joyleſs throng, have paſs d 
Ignobly by, dull heralds of my ſhame. 
Were they to fleet in dim review before me, 
Scarce could I challenge one to do me grace, 
Scarce ſay © This was not loſt.” An outcalt I! 
My native country, like a jealous God, | 
Viſited on my head my father's fins. 
The ſtrange land, that receiv'd me, did it coldly. 
The houſe that held me, held me, as an inn, 
A ſojourner, not a dweller.— Grave debate 
Ceas'd, and the politic lord at my approach 
Spoke of the bright moon and the brighter ſun. 
My countrymen, in rank mine equals once, 
Whom travel drew from home, or miſſion high, 
Shunn'd me like one whom TRI the fiend, had 
mark'd. 

I wander'd o'er the earth, like him of yore 
Whom men beholding, with uplifted hands 
Cover'd their faces awe-ſtruck, and confeſs'd 
Firſt-born of murder, Scotland ! on my brow 
Breathes thy chill air. I ſhall redeem the time, 
And in the cloſing of my cloudy day 
Hurl forth my bolts fork'd with avenging fires, 

_ Ruth. On whom ſhall fall the bolt? Wild, wild 

is he, 

Beyond the treſpaſs of the fire within 
That burſts its bounds and blazes for renown, 
Who with bold hand unlocks the eternal chain 


That binds the 1 Nenne! to the rock 
Where Heav'n in merey ſtations his abode. 
When with broad wing he ſweeps the land along, 
In vain the wretch who loos'd him to the world 
Strives to direct his courſe ; the mouſter laughs, 
Mocking his weak adviler, and in ſport 
Filling the goblet high with kindred blood - 
Bids him carouſe triumphant, O my brother, 
Better it were to brook a thouſand wrongs 
Than thus to ſeek atonement. For my father, 
Light lie his aſhes ! peace be with his ſhade, 
And all his faults forgotten! For thy ſelf, 
Enough remains of thine appointed race 
To win the palm with eaſe. 

Gow. E 0 there's the fear. 
To die to-morrow were to die unknown. 
The planet of my life is at its noon : 
With downward {lope hereafter it declines 
To the dark ſea, where, all its fices extinct, 
It never beams again. But I will crowd 
Within the-narow ſpace that is allow'd me 
Ages of action. Prudence ſhall be mute 
Whilſt Honour bids me on. 

Ruth. If Honourcall, 
Shame light on him that ſhrinks ! But, ab, beware, 
Leſt Indignation, who with angry foot | 
Smites the vext earth, becauſe her trembling frame 
Rocks with the blaſt that heaves her, take the garb 
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Of Honour to miſlead you. Gowrie died, 

Died to forewarn his children : tow'ring high 

His ſpirit ſpurn'd the ground : he graſp'd at heav'n, 

And, falling, darkneſs ſwept him from the day. 
Gow, Now may remorſe poſſeſs thee, recreant 

ſon |! | 

Is it for thee to blazon his reproach ? 

For thee to light the torch that ſhows his ſhame ?— 

At Corinth, he that veil'd his weeping eyes “, 

A tyrant brother yielding to the gods, 

Held not himſelf the ſword. You, you reject 

The cov'ring robe, and with unſhrinking hand 

Raiſe high the reeking blade. In Gowrie's breaſt 

A ſpirit liv'd, that lifted him from earth, 

That early taught him he was born to rule, 

Born to chaſtiſe th' abuſes of his age. 

He follow'd Heaven's beheſt, and periſh'd nobly. 

Great minds are thoſe whom Pow'r delights to cruſh. 

The mean and ſordid flatterer is careſs'd, 

Is fortune's darling minion, is a true 

Time-ſerving loyal flave. But he that wears 

Erect with dignity his free-born brow, 

Laments oppreſs'd deſpis'd. 


Ruth, Not ſo, not ſo.— 
Of old, a fugitive from lawleſs might, | 
The mother Independance ſought the wild. 

She claſp'd her infant daughter to the breaſt, 


* Timoleon. 
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Whilſt Freedom at her fide, her elder hope, 
Trod with firm ſtep. The gallant-minded boy, 
Rude as the mountain winds that ev'ry morn 

| Play'd with his unbound locks, increas'd apace, 
Anon, rejoicing in his hardy ſtrength, 

Joining the buſy throng, he call'd to arms, 
Ruſh'd in his parent's right againſt the foe, 
Hurl'd the proud wronger from his bigh-rais'd ſeat, 
And plac'd the ſceptre in the matron's band. 
With gentle ſway ſhe rul'd : yet oft, fatigued 
With ſlothful eaſe, impatient of reſtraint, 
Freedom, ſtill mindful of the ſcencs he priz'd, 


1 


Sigh'd tor the licenſe of his early years. 

His ſiſter then, her mild eye beaming love, 

Her ſoft lip moiſten'd with perſuaſive dews, © 
Would lull with ſweeteſt ſong his troubled ſpirit, 

Would in his wideſt wand'rings lure him back, 
And ſoothe him into peace. The gazing crowd, 
Joy'd at her influence, bleſs'd the princely maid, 
And nam'd her Loyalty. Let her be heard, 
Let her be ſerv'd, and Reaſon's voice ſevere 
Shall huſh the ſturmy paſſions to repoſe. 
Gow. Why, thus it is. —Let wrong bg heap'd on 
wrong, 

In pil'd on ill—let injuries mountain high 
Whelm nature to the centre—boneſt men, 

Fair-ſpeaking orators, ſhall ſtill be found 

To gild the galling chain of ftern conſtraint, 
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To varniſh ſervitude with glozing art, 
And call their eaſy meanneſs loyalty. 

Ruth. Loyalty ſprings not from conſtraint, O no, 
Its ſource is in the heart : it knows the wrongs 
That man unciviliz'd inflicts on man, | 
And glows with holy zeal to guard the ſhrine 
Whence right diſpenſes judgment. Loyalty, 
Not bought with gifts, not ſervile, — like the ſun, 
Who ſcorns not to perform his ſtated courſe 
Round the dim earth, though, ſource of light, he pour 
In matchleſs majeſty his ſplendours forth ; 
Like him, though bleſt with talents to delight, 
With ſtrength to force and intelle& to guide, 
Loyalty bluſhes not to ſerve her prince, 
But places in ſubmiſſion her renown, 
And takes obedience for her crown of praiſe. 

Gow. O this is poetry, the rant of fiction 
She that ſteals colours from heav'n's painted bow 
And drefles falſehood gaily. Some there are *, 
(Whole knowledge tooperchance ſhall coſt them dear) 
That with inquiſitive ken have ſcann'd the ſkies 
O it is vile that they whom wiſdom owns, 
Should ſeeve, whilſt folly reigns ! For me, this arm 
Affords a loyal pledge. The life it ſav'd 
Shail not by me be injur'd For the reſ. 
Soft—'tis the dame who met me on the heath 
Why, this is apt. | 


* Galleo . 
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Ruth. She flies me, as the hind 
Starts panting from the thicket. T am gone, 
Elſe hope not for her tale. And, dear my brother, 
Think not the flaviſh doctrine of the ſchools | 
Entames me thus. The deeds of Greece and Rome, 
Like lights enſhrin'd in tombs, are treaſur'd here. 
Enclos'd within the caſket of the mind, | 
Laviſh, they ſhine not to the common air; 
Yet ſhould oppreſſive darkneſs gird us round, 
Mem'ry awaken'd would explore by them 
Her paſſage to the ſun, I bear them here. 
Let but an equal cauſe demand the ſword, 
And 1 will tread on danger. Heav'n I fear. 
Let Heav'n applaud, and I am thine to death. 


SCENE FH. 
MacLEN NA. GowKRik retires. 


Mac. O thou, that ſpeedeſt to be born, whoſe 
light 
Purpling with dewy * yon eaſtern cloud 
Bidd'ſt hills and vales awake ! fair morn! to thee 
Full many a votarift pours a grateful hail | 
They ope their eyes to joy, I, I, a wretch— 
I that have borne twice ſeven ſad years of ſhame, 
What ſhall I pay thee? Curſes. For to me 
Thy daily courſe brings nought but contumely, 
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And the remembrance of my murder'd lord 
Who periſh'd at the ſtake. Brings? Woe, woe, woe 
Remembrance never ceaſes! Earth, O Earth, 

That in thine arms art wont to ſhroud the dead, 
Now, whilſt profuſe of odours breathes the morn, 
Now, now at leaſt be merciful, be kind, 

And hide his pale form from my wearied eyes, 
Wearied with fev'riſh ſleep and the long night! 

I ſhall not be forgetful ; in my heart 

Still ſhall endure my wrongs, {till live my griefs, 
No. TI but aſk a little little reſt 

To give me ſtrength to bear them: loſe them never. 
Rather than ſo, would I ſolicit night, 

Would pray for darkneſs, cheriſher of horrors, 
Would court the viſions that with hideous glare 
Pierce my fir'd brain. Air, gentle air, breathe ſoft, 
And cool my burning forehead-! 


SCENE II.. 


MacLtexna. Gow advances, 


Gow. Matron high! 
Thou, whom majeſtic myſtery ſurrounds, 
Whom ſecret loneneſs ſerves, whole roof is heav'n, 
Whoſe houſe the blaſted heath, whole bed ihe tomb ! 
Thou, that with ſolemn voice didſt bid me hail, 
And with the mem'ry of my father's doom 


[ 
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Didſt greet me home-returning, ſpeak again, 
Speak, and unfold thy purpoſe ! If to tell 
Aught of the murder'd Ruthven be thy will, 
Or if to raiſe the mourning voice of woe 

For thine own wrongs be here thy ſole delight, 
Speak, and command my ſervice, 

Mas. | Power. divine, 

Eternal intelle&, if ſuch there be, 

To whom is known the maze of human life 
If in my penury of means thy might *- 
Hath rais'd up an avenger, praiſe be to thee |! 
Give me but that, and I have liv'd enough 
Not of thy murder'd father ſhall I ſpeak. 

O, if thy heart be filial, were my tongue 

Bleſt as the ſyren's melody; twere vain 

To pour its ſweetneſs here. Thy heart alone, 
Gowrie, muſt be thy monitor to duty, 

Thy prompter to renown, thy guide to vengeance. | 
But if ſimilitude of griefs, if wrongs 
Still heavier than thine own, if blackeft crimes 
Wag'd on my peace by thoſe who fit enthron'd 
To rule in mercy and in truth the land, 

Can fire thy foul with ſcorn and fiercer hate, 
Not vain ſhall flow my words. 


. T lift in ſilence. 
Mac. Fair ſmil'd my fortunes once. My father 
died, 15 


And early left me to a huſband's care ; 
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A huſband, dear to me as light, as life, 

Whom ſcience honour'd and whom wiſdom lov'd. 

Serene and unmoleſted in the vale 

Mov'd on the noifeleſs tenour of his days, 

Virtue his practice, knowledge his delight. 

He number d o'er the nightly hoſt of ſtars, 

Purſu'd the wan@ rings of the 'cloudleſs moon, 

And read the face of Heay'n : the pregnant earth 

For him pour'd forth her treafures of the mine. 

For him the green ſea gave her ſhelly ſtore; 

Each tree that crown'd the mountain, and each flow'r 

That ſtrew'd the dale, with ev'ry potent herb, 

He knew and nam'd the name, His fame flew high, 

Till Envy ſhed her ſickly dews around, 

Damp'd his bold wing, and preſs'd him low, low, low: 

Calumny then, though vs'd to lurk in ſhades, 

Rear'd in the ſun's broad blaze her terrible creſt, 

And with accuſing tongue heap'd charge on charge 

To ſwell the forg'd account, that leagu'd with fiends 

Inviſible, of fire, earth, air and ſea, 

With circles ſtrange and rites of magic art, 

He practis'd to deſtroy the world's repoſe. 

Credulity, than whom no uglier plague 

Taints the ftain'd mind, aſſum'd the judge's'robe, 

Uſurp'd the ſeat of juſtice, utter'd hes, 

Which ſhe (down heart) term'd oracles of law, 

And doom'd him to the death, Superior pow'rs, 

Angels of bliſs and dzmons of deſpair, 
C 
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In your eternal volumes write his truth ! 
Though oft invok'd, ye never come to me. 

It cannot be, that it is yours to pierce | 

The myſtic veil that hides the world unknown, 
And ftand reveal'd to mortals, if ye are: 

Elſe Hell at feaſt, though Heav'n denied my prayer, 
Had ſent me aid, had lent her miniſt'ring fires, 
Fires, which even now I'd purchaſe with my blood ! 

Goto. Soul, thou reviv'ſt: yon preacher's moral 
ſtrain | I 

Had almoſt quench'd thine ardour. I am heal'd. 
O reaſoning pride, O folly of the wile, 
That with fond eloquence and pomp of phraſe 
Tricks out the ſenfitive ſtuff, that forms the mind; 
Deems it immortal, one, immutable, 
For other regions than frail earth deſign'd— 
Whilſt, wav'ring as the willow in the wind, 
And yielding as the ſurface of the lake, 
Each preſſure from without, each breeze that ftirs, 
| Give the light web new ſhape! 

Mac. | I could not die: 
For, on the day that clos'd my huſband's eyes, 
I ſate not fingle in his widow'd hall. 
His children were before me : on the floor 
Play'd my young boy, whilft at my knee my girl, 
Striving with little hand to climb my lap, 
Broke the deep agony that held me mute, 
And aſk'd me for her father, God of mercy ! 
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did not ſtrangle her. I wept, wept much 
Folded her to my breaſt, and vow'd to live. 

Far from the place that gave her birth we fled. 

Her father's fate conceal'd, ſhe dwelt in peace. 

Each riſing morn ſhed-grace and beauty o'er her, 
And ſhe grew up the wonder of the plain. 

The wintr'y ſun withdrew his golden light, 

And the loud north came ruſhing through the ſky, 

| Rouſing the mountain ſtream. The mountain ſtream 

Swell'd high, and, rolling down amain, ſwept herds 

And flocks and cots away. The lord o' the ſoil 

Pitied our houſeleſs ſtate, —a gentle youth; — 

He offer'd an aſylum. He beheld, 

Lov'd, and confeſs'd his love, I check'd his flame, 

And told him of her father. Still he lov'd, 

Still urg'd his ſuit. The bridal day was fix'd. 

O curſt Society ! where wrong becomes 

Parent of wrong ; where Power, with felon hand, 

To hide the eruſted gore that ſtains its point, 

Bathes with new blood the dagger ! Tyrant force, 

That tore my huſband from me, once again 

Conſpir'd againſt me; from the altar tore 

The ſtruggling bridegroom to the hated court. 

There purple ſov'rcignty aſſail'd his weakneſs, 

Urg'd him to break his faith, forbade the nuptials, 

And caſt us out, a prey to ſcorn and ſhame, 

On the bleak world, there telling us to die. 


My girl obey d ſhe died died on my boſom. - 
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Gow. Hear ' ſt thou this, Juſtice? Reaſon, thou 
art ſham'd ! 

O ſenſeleſs blocks, O fools that ſtock: the globe, 
That bleſs the names of legiſlating chiefs, 
Hail them beneficent and wiſe and great, 
Give them the praiſe, the glory] Proſperous knaves ! 
Who ſtole the noble ſavage from the woods, 
And rear'd him into man, domeſtic man, 
Man train'd to know his feeders, wait the nod, 
And worſhip thoſe that goad him. Benefactors? 


"lf 


Enflavers, hypocrites! who talk demurely 


Of peace and order, equity and law, 
And on the necks of others build their height! 


There is no law but will, no right but power 
I know not to conſole thee. Time alone, 

Time, that pour'd oil into thine early wounds, 
Can heal the woes thou feel'ſt. The monarch Time, 
Like the proud Mede, recalls not what is paſt : 
Yet oft he ſends his child Futurity | 
With pious care to ſooth the innocent heart 

His ſtern decrees have injur d. 

* Mac. * Not to me 

Can conſolation ſpring, can joy return. 

Hope and Futurity, the golden twins, 
Commiſſion'd from on high to feed the lamp 

That burns eternal in the human mind, 

Have ſlumber d in their office. Thickeſt miſts, 
Involve me round. No ſolitary light 

Streams comfort to my heart, ſave when Revenge 
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Waves his red torch through the ſurrounding gloom, 
And maiſhals me to laughter. Viſions, then, 
Viſions of enterpriſe and buſy deeds, 

Float o'er my brain. They pals, and all is blank— 
Blank, waſte and void. This arm, 'tis true, this arm 
Might at the palace portal fell the tyrant ; 

And for my life, I hold it light as air. 

But twere poor vengeance to deſtroy the wronger, 
The wrong, for which he periſh'd, unreveal d. 
Be mine a manlier purpoſe ; mine, to tell 

My ſuff rings face to face, to pour my curſes 

Loud in his trembling ears, to ſhake his ſpirit, 

Stab him amidſt his fears, then die content. 

Gow. Why, let the tempeſt rage. It likes me well, 
Nature, that made me daring, meant me great. 
Had I been born on ſome barbarian ſhore, 

Where talent wears the gar'and of command 
And mind is rule, no envy foils the brave, 
No ſanction'd uſurpation bids avaunt 
Merit's approach profane; I there had liv'd 
The chieſtain of my tribe—or, had I ſerv'd, 
Had juſtly ſerv'd a nobler than myſelf. 

Here houſeleſs Virtue bows the knee to Vice, 
Science 1s mute, and Ignorance harangues, 
Here Pomp and Pride, the daughters of Succeſs, 
Ride o'er the necks of proftrate multitudes, 
And wonder at the groans that riſe around: 
Whilſt honeſt Indigence, with ſhrivel'd lip, 
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Begs for the grinding taſk, that in his prime 
Withers, like age, his ſtrength. Here, man's laſt ſhame, 
Stands Intelle& mature, creation's crown, 
Unbonneted to gorgeous Infancy, 
Pitiſul world ! brute habitants of earth! 
I ſcorn you; but enough I prize you ſtill, 
To ſhake you, nay to ſway you. Tremble ye, 
Who lord it o'er the land ! your hour is come, 
And the throne totters as I ſtride along. 
Mac. One child is left me ſtill, my boy ſurvives, 
He knows not me, knows not his father's wrongs : 
But ſoon enough for vengeance ſhall he know them. 
Whene'er you ſtrike, he, he ſhall aid the blow, 
And ftrike in concert. I for him demand it. 
Juſt is the claim: for Logan is my brother, 
And Henderſon my ſon ! | 
Gow. Chain of events, 
That hold'ſt in union ftrange the deeds of men, 
Fhy ſecret links elude the ſearching eye 
It is the ſiſter of my friend that ſpeaks, 
The mother of my charge! 1 held thee dead. 
The tale of ſhame not friendſhip's ſelf can make 
Light to the tongue that tells it : faireſt maſk 
Is ever ſhown to thoſe who moſt are lov'd. 
The diftant ſhore, that, as we pac'd along, 
Murmur'd our ſorrows to the midnight waves, 
Murmur'd of wrongs, but not of wrongs like theſe. 
But tis enough -I aſk thee not to tafte ; 
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The feftal banquet nor the downy couch. 
In thine auſterities there breathes a charm 
Too holy to be loft for mean delights. 
The nobler gift of vengeance ſhall be mine, | 
With Superſtition and her mutter'd rites, 

And thee her handmaid to befriend my cauſe, 

Soon will I fill the cup and pledge thee high. 

Ruthven, thy fears ſhall drive thee to the toils. 

Siſter of Logan, ſinile, Revenge is thine ! 


Ariſe, dark Fury, from the womb of earth,. | 
And dare the light ! The ſpirit that conceives, x i 
The ſternneſs that confirms, the zeal that fires, | 
The perſeverance too that ceaſeleſs moves 
True to the deſtin'd goal, are thine—all thine ! 

The ſcowling eye, the lip that mutters hate, 
And the heart-ſervice of deſpair is thine ! 
Ariſe, be born ! enthron'd amid the tombs, 
Propitious hear] Ere the red ſun go down, 
The victim ſhall be known, the blow be ſtruck ! 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 


33 THE CONSPIRACY QF GowRIs, Act III. 


=—_y —— — 2 ——̃ͤ— 


ACT III. 
SCENE 1. 


The Heath. 
RuTaven, MaTilDa. © 


Ruth. No, fiſter, no, Whate'er the ſchoolmen ſay, 
Such paſſiveneſs were treaſon, What, ſhall man 
Curtain in clouds of myſtery the 'Throne, | 
And menace vengeance on the gazing eye ? 

Shall we be told, when mourns the ſuppliant throng, 
The Godhead dwells upon the mountain top, 
And hears not the complainer ? "Tis profane, 
Flows the full tide of pow'r impetuous on, 
And, when it deſolates the fruitful vale, 
Seems it unrighteous to reſtrain its rage? 
Or pours it like the Nile in pride along, 
Its ſecret ſource loft in the wilds of time? 
No, ſiſter, no. Its origin is plain. | 
The work of man, from man the Throne derives 
Its only right to be. All elſe is folly. 
Mat. I know not that. The Pow'r, whoſe light- 
ning glance 
Numbers the ſea's innumerable ſand, 
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Shall He regard with careleſſneſs the ſcale, 
When kingdoms load the balance? He, tis He 
That lifts the monarch o'er the proſtrate crowd, 
That bids him rule with delegated ſway, 
And who reſiſts is impious. 
Ruth, O,, not ſo. 
The king that wields the ſceptre, and the chief 
That bears the avenging rod, are known alike 
To Him who knows to puniſh and reward: 
Alike their ſpeed beſtow'd, their race decreed. 
If mad ambition, or the ſenſe of wrong 
Done to myſelf alone, inſpire the deed, 
Then am I ſurely impious. But to glow 
With the dear love of liberty and peace; 
To kindle bravely at a people's wrongs, 
And ftem the torrent of a ſelfiſh age— 
If that be impious, virtue is a name, 
And truth and juftice are but empty ſounds, 
If there exiſt a man, delign'd by Heav'n 
To cheer with wiſdom a benighted land; 
Though foul Detraction ſcowl upon his fame, 
Though the deaf adder ſcorn the charmer's ſong, 
Yet ſhall he feel within a flill ſmall voice 
Breathe an approving bleſſing on his toil, 
And when the grave inurns him, Time ſhall ſpeak him 
Wiſe in the manlineſs of antient days, 
Simple in manners as the guiltleſs child, 2. 
His counſels late poſterity ſnall hear, IT 
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And weep at their neglect. His tomb ſhall ſtand, 
Rais'd on the ſhore of ſome wave-girded ille, 
The © ſea-mark of a nation L. God is with him 


SCENE Tl. 


RuTzven, MariIpA. Gownis, with a book. 
HENDERSON. 


Gow. She never told her woe ? - 5 
Hen. Never, my lord. 


She lifted up her folded hands to heav'n, 


And fled in haſte away, I well remember 

Once, while the ſummer - ſun went gently down, 
Mine honour'd mittreſs on' the river's bank, 
Penſive, reclineJ her head. Maclenna there, 
Unſeen, at diſtance gaz d, and wept in ſilence. 
Forwards I ſprung, On me ſhe turn'd her eye; 
And with a ſhriek that might have ſeem'd a laugh, 
Had not her features worn a fearful form 

Nearer allied ro madneſs than to mirth, 

She ruſh'd along the plain and diſappear'd. 


* Like a great ſea-mark, ſtanding ev'ry fave, 
And ſaving thoſe that eye him. 


SHAKESPEAR E'S CORIOLANUS, 


Quoted in the Britiſh Houſe of Commons, 
June 10, 1794. 
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Mat. Of me ye ſpoke. Your.converſe fears not 
me. 

Slander is mute when Faithfulneſs is near: 
And Henderſon, my brother, is the knight 
That wears Matilda's colours. Truth to ſay, 
It is a loyal and a valiant youth. 
Though danger menac'd with his darkeſt brow, 
My brave defender to the furtheſt Ind, 
Like fiery Perſeus hors d upon the winds, - | 
Would ſpeed for my deliv'rance. 

Hen. Smile not, lady. 
The occafion and the ſervice are of earth; 
Place, time and power, the accidents of life, 
Stand at the ſacred font and give them name: 
The purer will, perpetual and unchang'd, 
Feels her own fair intents, and is of heav'n. 

Gow. Aye, Henderſon, and poor of heart is he 
Who, from this petty orb of mean events, 
This narrow ſhallow round of things that are, 
Turns not in fickneſs and diſguſt away, 
Sending the ſpirit that informs him forth 
Through the rich fields of poflibility. 

Hen. Alas, my lord, that, that's the ſecret vice, 
The taint that undermines the healthful frame. 
I feel it. I that leaſt /bould feel its force, 
Strive but in vain to fix the wanderer down, 
As the condition of my lot demands. 
The child of Charity and Chance am T, 

c 6 
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Deſertleſe, powerleſs, belpleſs, all but thankleſs ! 
Yet there are hours, when, like the vagrant fire 
That flits along the moor or marſhy dell, 
Glimm'ring athwart the chambers of the brain, 
| The light of hope, though reaſon frown, diſplays, 
Far from the time that is, a brighter ſcene. 
Power and diſtinction court me. Sometimes War 
Stands on a pile of ſlain, and woos me hence. 
Sometimes the fav'rer Fortune ſtrikes the ground, 
Mines of exhauſtleſs treaſure are diſclos d. 
Peopled with lovely hazards is the land: 
Ruffians aſſault the gate, whom I repel.. 
Tracking the foot that creeps in ftealth along, 
The lifted arm of murder I arreſt. 
I ſnatch my drowning maſter from the waves, 
And bear thee, lady, from devouring flames; 
Then ſtart awak'd, and ſigh to find it falſe. 

Mat. Well, bid the ſigh depart. I rate thee high. 
It is to imitate the will divine, 
To efteem the giyer rather than the gift. 
The humble adaration of the heart 
Riſes, a grateful cloud, and kiſſes heav'n: 
The incenſe of the mighty and the proud 
Hovers in miſts, and but inſults the ſun, 

Ruth, Imagination, boundleſs is thy ſway. 
The coldeſt feel thee : but to minds of fire 
Thou com'ſt deſcending on the whitlwind's wing; 
Truth, Reaſon, fly before thee ! thou art Truth, 
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Thou, Reaſon. All the faculties are thine | 


Is there no touchſtone, none ? to break the ſpell 
And try the ſpirits, if the ſky be theirs ? 
Surely there lives an oracle within, 
And he that liſtens cannot be deceiv'd. | 
Gow. Youth, were the fire that gave thee being 
known, 
And had he periſh'd by PR. ruthan's hand 
Surviv'd his murd'rer in remorſeleſs pomp— 
What would the force that animates thee teach ? 
Hen. Before the throne the cry of blood ſhould riſe, 
I would demand the combat, or the.death. 
Gow. Were the firife wag'd with common nn, 
'twere well, IF 
What if the bloody deed were Ruthven's act? 
Say, that the king himſelf—— 
Hen, | O, good my lord, 
Aſk me not that. I cannot anſwer that. 


To him, my lord, to him I owe my all— 


That I exiſt is bis. I'd fly, fly far, 


To ſome lone waſte, and bid this poor heart break. 
And for the king the king, they ſay, is ſaered 


1 ſhould weep much, and leave his fate to Heaven. 
Gow. Take charge of this, and, as you paſs To 
Replace it in the ſtudy. 
Mat. Read'ſt thou that 
It is a tablet of conſpiracies, | 
J have perus'd it oft. Tis fad to think, 
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In the long chronicle of a jarring world, 
How few have held for virtue's ſake the ſword. 
A patriot is the wonder of an age. | 
A hundred daggers aim'd at Cæſar's life, 
But one alone was guiltleſs. 
Ruth. Hero, ſage, 
Not, not in vain thou diedſt! not vain the power, 
Whoſe ſhrine, through life, thine adoration grac'd, 
Since it extorts from enmity itſelf 
The tributary praiſe that owns thy worth ! 
Gow. If gems, like prizeleſs ſhells, the beach 
beſtrew'd, 
The diamond and the pebble were the ſame. 
Rareneſs is virtue's eſſence, wiſdom's crown. 
"Tis rareneſs ſtamps their merits with renown, 
Conceal them as they may. The taper's light 
Wins in the lonely vale the traveller's eye, 
And ſoon is cheer'd with frequent feet the path. 
Thus hidden virtue will at laft be known, 
And gather homage from a wond'ring world. 
Ruth. Poor is the homage that the world beſtows. 
A true divinity, a real good, ; 
Whether the few or numerous herd ador'd, 
Virtue would ſtill be virtue, ftill ſupreme. 
Mat. (taking the book) The ſun rides on. Your 
new domain invites. 
This charge be mine.. 


% 
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How intricate is man 
How weak in action, and how firm in thought 
He paſſes onward through the vale of time, 
And, having liv'd his year, with precept ſage 
Pens, as a legacy for after days, 
His follies and his crimes. Another comes, ? 
Cons in his fall of life his grandſire's tale, 
And periſhes from earth. Man follows man, 
Maxim ſucceeds to maxim, age to age. 
The letter'd dome records but his diſgrace, 
And the grave cloſes on the wiſe butfoon | 


- SCENE H. 


* Gow lz, RUTHYVEN. 


' Gow. The new domain! O wither'd be the power, 
Accurs'd the tyranny, that drove me forth ! 
Each name that meets mine ear, each deed achiev d 
By happier men, upbraids me with the wrong. 
Each faithful hind, that as we paſs along 
Salutes thee, grateful, with a ſmile of love, 
Upbraids me with the wrong. Had I been here, 
This arm amid the firſt had plac'd my name. 
Had I been here too ſhould be belov'd. 

Ruth, Feed not this fever that conſumes thy peace. 
For this, did Heaven confer the plaſlic power 
To cheer with vifions of delight the mind, 
And picture forms more fair than nature's hues ? 
O *tis perverſe. It thwarts the will divine, 
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Blots out the mild benevolence that beams 

Radiant through nature's works to mortal eyes, 

And places on the throne that guides the world 

A God of terrors, to be fear d, not lov'd. 

If vanquiſh'd Reaſon fail, let Fancy's ſelf 

Diſpel the noxious gloom that Fancy rais'd, 

Bid her ariſe and tell of joys to come, 

Of golden pleaſures and ecſtatic dreams, 

Of cities peopled, palaces reſtored, 

And yellow harveſts nodding o'er the Jand.. / 

Bid her record the praiſe, the rich renown, 

Enwreath'd for him who ſav'd his country's chief, — 

His ſhall be power. Him Scotland ſhall revere, 

The guardian of her weal, her ſov'reign's friend. 

Gow. What! league with him who ſeal'd my 

father's doom? ran 

Concord with him? No: were the wide world waſte, 

Were utter deſolation my reſort, 

And only barren Silence my companion, 

No commerce would I hold with him—with him 

No terms ſhould buy my friendſhip—till the blood 

Of my loft parent were aton'd in tears 

And bitterneſs of anguiſh. Fancy paints 

In other ſemblances and other hues 

The glorious Future that awaits the brave. 

It tells me dear revenge ſhall yet be mine. 

It tells me too how great the fame in arms 

But what are arms or what is fame to me? 
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Away with ſelf, I care not for myſelf —— * 

Mine is a juſter and a nobler cauſe, 

For thee, my fire, what, what had I achiev'd ? 

The ſmother'd fire, that lingers in this frame, 

Fann'd by the light breath of its native air, 

How had it rear'd to heav'n its ſpiry folds, | 

How blaz'd amid the clouds! Dark, dark is now 

And tenantleſs the manſion of my heart, 

Adverſe to joy, the deſolation owns 

One only gueſt a welcome inmate there— 

Vengeance, that daily calls the thunder down! 
Ruth. On whom? the king ? A child—a child was 

he — g 

Gow. Why, what was I? I lifted not the ſword ; 

An unoffending child, they ſpar'd not me: 

Me they deſpoil'd of honour— Me they drove 

In vengeance from the land. Yet all was well, - 

All innocent, all juſt, My ſpirit bow'd, 

Low bow'd to earth, My virtue wearied out, 

They call me back, a beggar for mine own. 

Still all is well, all innocent, all juſt— 

Nay more than juſt, all merciful, all good! 

And do I now not roll me in the duſt ? 

And do I now not kiſs the ſacred hand 

T hat lifts me from the ground, that, greatly Kind, 

Reſtores me back what it purloin'd of yore? 

I muſt be grateful, muſt I ? muſt be tame? 

Me retribution ſuits not. Kings alone 
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Are privileg'd to feel. Slaves, flaves are we ! 
Reſentment knows not us !—1 tell thee, fir, 
Power is the licenſe, power is the defence : 
Juſtice has long been ours, we want but power. 
And he that boaſts of energy within 

Or wants not power, or ſhall not want it long. 

Ruth, O full of danger to the ſureſt foot 

Is the rough path the human being treads ! 
Evil, the lot of man, infects unſeen, 
And, parted from the intent, pervades the means. 
The ſpring, that iſſues from the cryſtal rock, 
| Preſerves not long the brightneſs of its birth: 
And in the pureſt deeds of mortal minds 

Some baſer motive mingles unperceived, 

And taints the fair deſign. So judge me, God, 
Were it alone before my father's tomb 

To pay the debt 

Gow. O, brother of my ſoul ! 

There, there's the limit ; I demand not more. 

It is to prove that we are ſons indeed ; 

It is to wipe diſhonour from our name ; 

It is to puniſh wrong, eftabliſh law, 
Sweep from the realm's records this ſhameful ſtain, 
This precedent of ill, and teach the world 
No might can render tyranny ſecure, 
No time abſolve opprethon ! Still they live, 
The miniſters of evil ! ſtill they reign, 

The counſellors of murder! they beſiege 
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The regal throne, and hem the monarch in ! 

What, ſhall we offer terms, make compromiſe 

With theſe, the robbers of the land, with theſe 

Ihe blood-hounds of corruption? If to buy 

A foul pre-eminence we ſtoop to that, 

May ſcorn purſue us ever; public hate 

Hoot us with curſes to an early grave ; 

And, as the eternal night of death draws on, 

My father's ſpirit ſtand before our eyes 

To mock with pallid ſmile his coward offspring ! 
Ruth. Peace, pray you, peace. I am not what 

I was. 

Wanted I this to drive me to the gulph, 

Already ſtanding on the deadly brink, 

Eager to plunge and reckleſs of my fate ? 

Viſions of fear have viſited my ſleep, 

Painting the ſcenes of yeſternight anew. 

Thrown lightly on'my bed, the ftar of morn 

Unquench'd in heaven, I cloſed my wearied eyes. 

Borne to the vault, I flood amongſt the dead: 

In long array the coffin'd heroes ſlept : 

Sudden the dank ſepulchral arches ſeem'd, 

Fill'd with no earthly vapour, to dilate. 

Pale, as the miſt of autumn on the moor, 

A ſhadowy light diffus'd itſelf around, 

Dark, in the midfi, unheard till ſeen, a form, 

An armed form, uprear'd its helmed head. 

Slowly it mov'd. 1 ſhudder'd as it paſs d. 
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A woman follow'd next. Her noiſeleſs feet 

Parted the gleam. She ſmil'd my mother's ſmile, 
And paus d. Anon look'd back the darker ſhade. 
Her ſmile was changed to terror. She repell'd 

My murmur'd prayer, and wept. I raiſed mine eyes— 
The helmed form—my father — I awoke ! 


SCENE II. 


Meche RUTHYEN, Gowns, 


Mac. Perturbed ſpirit, yes ! theſe eyes beheld 
The darkſome cave turn pale at thine approach 
I felt the ſolid earth beneath thee ſhake, 

I mark'd thy ereſted helmet float along, 

Mark'd thy paternal eye in anger glance 

Scorn on the trembler there! Thine hour is come |! 
The tempeſt is at hand. The thunder ſtirs 

In fitful dreams upon his iron couch. 

He ſtarts anon to vengance! Vengeance now, 
Whilſt Mercy rifing quits her golden ſeat, 

Before the footſtool of the throne divine 
Preſents the fated urn that holds the lot : 

The lot, that ſtrives impatient to be drawn : 

The lot, that promiſes a nameleſs deed |! 

Chooſe— or divorce thee from the name thou bear'tt, 

And give thine honours for the hand of ſhame 


Act III. A TRAGEDY. 45 


To brand with infamy in times to come 

Ruth, Why, what art thou, that in the doubtful 

hour | | 

Thus ſteal'ſt upon my counſel ? Get thee far, 
Diſturber of my quiet, get thee far! 
1 ſought to do thee good, thou fled'ſt me then. 
Now, when a deed of terror calls me forth 

Mac. Why, now. I burſt upon thee. I confeſs it. 
Griefs are my comforts—terrors my delights. | 
When fiery meteors glanc'd athwart the gloom, 
When madding thunders rag'd along the. ſkies, 
And the rent earth reſounded to the roar; 
Have I not, joyous, ruſh'd along the plain, 
My naked head half-bending to the blaſt, 
And hade be bleſs'd the glories of the ſtorm-? 
And ſhall the battle of the mind delight 
Leſs than the petty warfare of the clouds ? 
Why, I have hung upon this hour in hope, 
Till my mind ach'd, and my bewilder'd ſpirit, 
Loft in the phantaſies itſelf had rais d, 
Shriek'd unawares and call'd me back to life. 

Ruth. What wouldſt thou have me do? what, 

what become? | 5 

Gow, O be thyſelf, my brother, be thyſelf! 
The oraculous heav'n calls out upon thy name. 
The myſtic earth ſends forth her buried dead. 
A meſſenger of anger is in arms, 
Whom to reject. were to be man no more: 
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Whom to have ſeen is cauſe, and cauſe enough, 
To pierce the mother at whoſe breaſts we hung: 
Whom but to name is to imbibe a fire, 
Inexorable, fierce. —O worthy brother! 

Thro' me my mother ſpeaks, thro' me ſhe. pleads, 
Oh, by the ſadneſs of her parting figh— 

This hand, my brother, once was lock'd in hers— 
She claſp'd it, dying, as a hallow'd pledge — 
She died in ſhame—(withdraw it not)—in ſhame, 
Reft of her honours, of her huſband reft. - 

I ſtood not, I, by her maternal couch. 

She bleſs'd her children—T, I heard it not. 

In the dark hour that tore me from her arms, 
She charg'd me cheriſh above life my fire ; 
Charg'd me to wear his memory like a charm. 


That, that I heard. I heard, and I obey. 


Tis not to me this vifitation comes: 
The ſepulchre for me is undiſturb'd. 
On thee, and thine, my brother, be the curſe ! 


RNutb. Oh, whither am 1 led? That nature's laws 


When nature's Ruler bid may ſtand annull'd ; 
That after death ſlill ling'ring upon earth 

The diſembodied ſpirit may preſent 

A ſhadowy image to the gazing moon ; 

That, when the groſſer frame is bound in ſleep, 
Spirit with mortal ſpirit may diſcourſe 


+ And utter ſecret things, I not deny: 


For to deny it, were to war with Heav'n. 
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But that each dream, each phantom of the night— 
O thou, that on the tablet of the heart 
Setteſt the ſeal of truth—that to the ſenſe, 
The inward ſenſe, doſt more aſſurance give 
In ſofteſt whiſper than the thunder's voice— 
To whom the very inſpiration calls, 
And of her preſence aſks no teſt but thee— 
Conviction, fire-eyed ſeraph, thou art here, 
And, like the wretch who cannot chooſe but look 
When the bright heav'n wide flaſhes on his view, 
I gaze and I am loſt, 
Gow. What ſays my brother ? 
Ruth, I cannot touch with ſympathy the breaſt 
Clos'd with eternal bars againſt belief. 
I cannot animate the ſenſeleſs ſtone, 
And bid it tremble with the zephyr's breath; 
But what I feel, I feel. World, fland aloof ! 
Come not betwixt the adorer and the ador'd, 
Nor fteal me from the altar, where I bend. 
Gowrie, in all that well befits a man, 
With humbleneſs to heav'n, with firmneſs elſe, 
I do ſubject me to the zeal thou feel'ſt. 
And thou, dark patroneſs of deeds unborn, 
Who ſtand'ft undaunted o'er the blind profound, 
Impatient of the ſpectres ſoon to riſe, 
Whence and what art thou ? wherefore art thou here, 
And why ſhar'ft thou in this unfathom'd work? 


— 
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SCENE V. 


HzxnDERSON, MacLenNa, GowRIE, RUTHVEN, 


Horn without. 


Hen. A breathleſs meſſenger, my lord, attends, 


Sent by the laird of Ramſay from the king. 


The morning's hunt hath hither led the chace. 

The king, the king, my honour'd lords, is nigh. 

Within an hour he means to reſt him here, 
Gow. Reels not our hope with joy? The lion comes. 

Let Welcome laugh aloud and clap the hands, 

And Eagerneſs ſpread wide the caſtle gates 

Stand not amaz d. What thinks the doubter now? 

Is there no fortune fitting in the clouds, 

And ſhow'ring gifts upon the ſons of men ? 

Away, go forth and bid the monarch hail. 

Away. This hour, inſtin& with life, this hour 

The wheels of enterpriſe begin to roll. 

The time is brief, and calls for active hearts. 


Away, Maclenna. Soon we meet again. 


\ 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT W. 


— 


2 
SCENE I. 
An open ſpace before the ball. 


MACLENNA. 


Mac. It is arriv'd, the cheriſhed hour of hope, 
The expected nurſling of long ſorrowing years. 
It is arriv'd, this, this for which I liv'd. 
Holding her breath and motionleſs, Suſpenſe 
Poiſes with cautious hand the trembling beam 
That balances my fate. It is arriv'd.—— 
Snares are about his path. He couches pleas'd, 
Nor notes the huntſman's trains. Smile, monarch, 
ſmile! | 
Death too ſhall ſmile, and the polluted earth, 
That open'd for the guiltleſs lowly-born, 
Shall claſp the mighty with a ſtern embrace. 
Smile, monarch, ſmile ; put on that bitter ſmile, 
Which from the breaſt of Morton chas'd his love, 
As the fierce ſun, rending the ſummer cloud, 
Scares from the gentle flower, to which he clung, 
The gilded fly that courts the wanton air. 
D 
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Monarch, be proud, be thoughtleſs as of yore, 
Wreſtle for victory with the foe of life, 

Win him to do thee ſervice with thy tongue 
Will he not hear thee, king? O he is cold, 
He wears a ſmile like thine; it laughs to ſcorn 


The ſighs of mercy and the throbs of woe. 


Like thine it battens on the ſtrife of ſoul, 

And deems the heart-groan but an infant's cry. 
Like thine too ſhall it combat with the tears 

That —4 ſheds ; like thine ſhall beam to kill ; 
With'ring the vital ſap that cheers the frame, 

As the drear altar on the midnight heath 

Melts with enchanted fires the waxen babe. 
Soon ſhalt thou catch, full ſoon, the ſmile of death, 
And, as his eyeleſs ſockets glare thee wild, 

In mid career of laughter madly ſhriek! 


f 


SCENE III, 


MacLENNA, HENDERSON, /peaking to a peaſant, tubo 

| paſſes out. 
Hen. Yes, fo my lord commands. There, where 

the waves | 

Divide the ſtore, and the collected ſands 

Embank, unform'd by hands of men, the creek. 
Mac. Youth, may a ſtranger, who obtrudes not 
= oft; 2 dE — 

Aſk, if the feftive tables be remov'd ? 
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Hen. The king was riſing as I left the hall. 
Lady, if aught thy mind intends of prayer 
Or ſupplication to the royal ear——— 

Mac. Of prayer, of ſupplication ? Oh no, no, 
Can prayer recover from the boundleſs main 
(Where never plummet with invaſive ſound 
Startled the throng that crowds the wat'ry world) 
The treaſured pearl, which, when the land firſt roſe, 
The alarmed nymphs in unſeen grots conceal'd ? 
Can prayer throw back the marble gates of hell, 
And bid the buried live ? O, could it that, 
This ſtubborn knee, that never bow'd to man, 
Would wear with hourly bend the enduring flint 
But I forget me—Youth, thou know'ſt me not; 
I and my ſorrows are unknown to thee. - 

Hen. To win an entrance to the heart of youth, 
It is enough that Sorrow calls thee hers, 
He that has felt himſelf her iron power, 
And borne in ſcorn the gather'd ills of years, 
Looks on Affliction's children unconcern'd, 
Deems it but nature's lot, and paſſes on. 
But it were baſe, moſt baſe, ſhould youth deride 
That which he knows, alas! full ill to bear. 
Innocence, Youth, and Pity, chain'd in one, 
Twine round the opening heart their early wreaths; 
The beauteous graces of the mind are they. 
As years move on, come worldly Guilt and Woe 
Experience, Fortitude and Caution, then, 

D 2 
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Guard with ſedater zeal the manly breaſt, 
And oft perform the taſk with care o'erftrain'd, 
Driving afar the ſoothing Sympathy. 
"Theſe, theſe are virtues that become not youth, 
Mac. I did not think to weep, thou gentle youth ! 
The griefs that rule this boſom long, O long, 
Have ceaſed to weep ; yet I perforce muſt weep. 
Sorrow has ſpared thee, ſay'ft thou? Gentle youth, 
I could inform thee well where Sorrow dwells, 
But it were ill, methinks, to teach thee woe. 
Hen. In truth, dear lady, Woe has ſpared me 
long; 
Vet J am told my infant days were ſad. 
An orphan J.“ My parents early died. 
I knew them-not, and therefore mourn'd them not. 
Yet it oft ſits with ſadneſs on my ſoul, 
That in this world of ills I ſtand alone. 
Mac. Aye, aye, tis there, T 0 know, to love, 
to feel. 1 | 
Why, whence are Wet whence theſe fooliſh 
tears? 
Thou art alone: but thou art cheriſh'd kay 
The lady Ruthven loves thee, loves thee well. 
Wouldſt thou not joy to call her ſiſter, youth ? * 
Hen. My ſiſter, ſiſter! O it were a bliſs 
Dearer than aught beſide the world eould give. 
Attachment moſt impaſſion'd but deſires 
That (which it ne'er can be) to crown its health. 
Love, love itſelf were valueleſs to that. 
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The love that heaves the lover's breaſt is wild, 

B rrous its fires from the deluded eye, 

And ſeldom boaſts that wiſdom owns the flame. 

The mute affection that a parent aſks 

Is ceverence too unequal to be love. 

he warmth that binds a brother to the ſoul 

Is manly warmth, oft honeſt and oft rude, 

With more of duty than of fondneſs grac'd. 

But he who feels bis glad pulſe leap with life, 

And knows that life from the ſame ſource deriv'd 

Kindles the boſom of a gentler form, | 

Turns to that boſom with a guſh of heart, 

Watches its heavings with an eager zeal , 

Temper'd with tenderneſs, tho' arm'd with right. — 

A fiſter! O it were a bliſs Speak, ſpeak, 

How have [ err'd? O ſpeak —what ſhakes thee thus? 
Mac. If the rich globe hung balanc'd on a thread 
(Were there no way to rend the twine of life, 
Which, when he drew the light, the Siſters ſpun— 
© 'The Siſter Deftinies, whoſe dole is fate— 

Were there no way to lu!l the ſleepleſs eye, 
py That, as they labour in the cavern'd earth, 
« Is turn'd inceſſant on the brazen vaſe 
Where lies in myſtic folds the precious gift), 
" Severing the fatal thread, this faithful hand 
« Should plunge the round ball headlong into night, 
And with huge ruin wreck myſelf and all. 
Hen. Whoſe life ? what ruin? Mercy guard thee, 


lady ! ” - 
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SCENE II. 


MacLenna, Gown. HESDERSON, who afler- 
ewards relires. | 


Gow. Ruthven demands thee, boy. 

Hen. My lord 

Go The time 
Brooks not delay. There, where the gallery winds, 
In conference with the king, he waits thy coming. 
— He goes: to free me from my pledge he goes, 
Nor have I ſworn in vain, Say, is he ſchool'd 
To the bold toil ? Speak, is his birth reveal'd E 

Mac. Not yet from me. 

Gow. Tais better as it is. 
That ſhall be Ruthven's taſk, TI ſwear again, 
Should the king's fall be doom'd, he'falls by him. 

Mac. O would to heav'n that I, that I myſelf, 
Array'd in terror, ſtood before his eyes, 

His cloſing eyes, and triumph'd in his fate 
Gowrie, if more than woman's ahger fires 
This breaſt, capacious of a full revenge, 

Give me, O give — 

Gow. | Maclenna, I have ſworn, 
Sbould the king die, by Henderſon he dies. 

I am not wont to ſtart at petty wrongs, 
Nor when a deed of wonder claims the man 
Is my ſoul apt to ſtagger back at ſhades— 
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For, with the brave, to meditate 's to do. 

Baſe is the will that wiſhes and repines 

And yet foregoes the with ; like the half- thought 

That fades along the fibres of the brain,, 

And dies ere it be born, moſt mean, moſt baſe. 

But though I would not play the virtuous fool, 

And palter with the means of gallant daring, 

Yet ſhould I hold it poor to praQtiſe wrong, 

Where wrong avails not to build up the fane 

That, to my glory ſacred, woos the ſtars. 

If the ſwarth monarch of the land of Nile, 

Striking the ground, had ſeen the immortal piles,. 

That bear mute wonder into. diſtant climes, 

Riſe, like an exhalation, o'er the ſoil ; 

Would it have matter'd, that in pride they roſe 

Toil-leſs and guiltleſs of a people's groan ? 

Is't not enough, Maclenna? I have ſworn : 

If the king bleeds, by Henderſon he bleeds.. 
Mac. What means my lord? 

Goto. That what is ſaid, is ſaid: 
That what is ſaid, is ſaid; what ſworn, is ſworn. 
That the deceit which profits not is folly, 

That unavailing wrong is foul, foul wrong, 
() he does ill who huſbands not his fame, 

Be nobly wrong when noble miſchiefs riſe, 
But ſquander not the ſtrength in needleſs fin. 
When my brave father died, I fled ; fled far. 
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Power's frowning brow forbade me to return. 
At length, ſo will'd Caprice, it calls me back. 
With laviſh hand it heaps upon me gifts. 
I mean not to be won, and therefore ſpeed, 
Inftant, to riſk the deed that ſtamps me man. 
If it be left undone another hour, 
Some unſought boon, perchance, may be conferr'd, 
And each pedantic mouth with moral prate 
Shall ope to charge ingratitude upon me. 
Now, therefore, now 8 
Mac. | Be dar'd the deed of death 
Why, whence this doubt to do what Fate decrees ?_ 
Thy buried anceſtors command thee on | 
Gow. Maclenna, they that cold are hous'd in 
clay ; 
Break not their reſt for ſuch a eauſe as ours. 
] well believe, a mind like Ruthven's train'd 
Dwells on each woman-tale, and thinks that Heav'n 
Speaks with oracular organ in each blaſt. 
It is not ſo with me. My faith is here, 
The hand that executes, the heart that prompts ! 
The time, though ſhort, is ſure : then mark me, lady ; 
Thy brother Logan with a glance of fire 
Scatters, like morn, pale Superſtition's dream. 
Where England borders on the Scottiſh realm, 
Waſh'd by the ſea, his antient caſtle ſtands. 
Thou know'ft the watchful eye that England holds 
Oer Scotland's welfare :—briefly let me ſay, 
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That on her throne there fits a wondrous dame, 

Who, when her end is glorious, dares the means,— 

James once ſecur'd, intriguing France in vain 

Shall ftrive to ſhake with inland broils our ile. 

Prompted by me, in caſual intercourſe, 

(For common hours, though play hours to the weak, 

Are thoſe in which the wiſe man iſſues forth, 

The ſpy o' the naked land) the laird of Ramſay 

Won to this viſit his unguarded chief, 

Alike unknowing my deſign they came. 

All is arrang'd to bear the monarch hence. 

A veſſel is in fight, the caflle arm'd. 

Imperial England ſha!l receive the victim, 

And power, reward and vengeance all be ours, 

Ruthven, though ſomewhat prone to act the ſaint, 

Is too, too far advanc'd to thwart me now. 

Yet 'tis my wiſh to ſoothe him, if I can. 

If thou wilt aid, 'tis well. If not, ſtill, ſtill.— 
Mac. Wilt aid ? What aid canſt thou expect 

from me ? 

Why, Gowrie, wouldſt thou treat me as a girl, 

A love- ſick girl, whom promiſes delude, 

Oaths, made in villainy, fulfill'd in ſport, 

Fram'd, Ilabyrinth-like, to cheat the wilder'd ſenſe ? 

What tell'ſt thou me of Logan? am 1 his? 

Had he not hid in diſtant lands his name, 

Vengeance ere now had thunder'd in our cauſe. 

And wouldft thou ſoothe me with a tale like this ? 

Thou dar' n not hope it.— 


. 
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Gow. Lady, I have ſaid. 
1 will not Rain with uſeleſs blood the ſword, _ 
Nor, when Succeſs with filent ſmile deſcends _ 
To guide my footſtep through the moon- light vale, 
Fright with the din of arms the peaceful path. 
Mac. Gowrie, proceed not. Dangers are abroad. 
Thou know'ſt me not. The feelings that are here 
Gow. Maclenna, Feeling is the boaſt of youth. 
Feeling is o'er with me. Me Reaſon rules. 
Feeling, much talk'd of, lives but for-an hour. 
The ſpectre of the wretch condemn'd at noon 
Haunts not the genial banquet of the judge. 
The ſapient leech who tends the ſick man's couch 
Leaves him to die, and haſtens gaily home. 32 
The lordly chief, whoſe potent voice, like Fate, 
Iſſued the word that kills its millions, war,— 
Speeds to the ſeſtal ſhow, where glancing feet 
Weave the light dance, where mulic breathes around, 
And laps i in ecſtaſy his eaſy ſoul. 
The idiot Feeling is not of this world: | 
_ Expell'd the pepulous hive, ſhe hides her head, 
And with ſome cottag2-matron drawls of heav'n. 
Thou, thou, Maclenna, whoſe high foul—— 
Mac. Man, man! 
How art thou thus? I gaze in ſcorn, in ſcorn— 
Gow. How am I thus? It is enough I am. 
It were as well recount the innumerous wave, 
That ſcoop'd with minute coll the ocean-cave, 
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As to recite each ſound, each ſhaping look, 
Each dim-diſcover'd purpoſe, half- heard phraſe, 
That gave the lie to book · deliver'd rules, 
And made me what I am. Me Reaſon leads: 
Reaſon, ſole guide, ſelf-centred;. ſelf-deriv d. 
Feeling and manly Reaſon are at war. 
O, the proud day that boaſts the golden ſun 
Wants not the radiance of the feebler moon. 
Manhood matured rejects the joys of children, 
And high.ambition ſcorns the ſhepherd-zeal 
That pipes his paſſion to the plaintive eve. 
Be his to tread the vale ; be ours the rock, 
That, while the tempeſts battle o'er its brow, 
Uplifts its-forehead to the clouds and ſmiles. 
Mac. Thou heartleſs ſlave ! thou babbler void of 
ſoul |! | 
And doft thou think that me thy rhetoric wins? 
And doſt thou think that me this pomp of phraſe.: 
Shall teach to diſbelieve what years on years 
Preſs'd on this breaſt with pangs, to which were bliſs 
The tortures of the damn'd ? And doſt thou think 
That e'er the impetuous flood that ſwells theſe veins, 
Pauſing, ſhall flow, dull, ſluggiſh as the blood 
That ling'ring*creeps around thy heart's cold core? 
Thee, thee affection knows not. For mylelf, 
A heart was mine, warm as the feather'd dove's, 
When fond ſhe neſtles o'er her gentie brood. . 
That dream is paſt, The tires within my breaſt 
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Still live, but live no longer for delight. 


They live, live hallow's for deſtruction now. 
Give them to range, uncurb'd, where Juſtice bids, 


Leſt with à dragon's rage they mock reftraint, 
And, in unſparing vengeance iſſuing forth, 
Deluge with one wide waſte the beauteous earth, 

Gow. The ſervants of the king are few, are mine. 
Lady, farewell. Reſiſtance is in vain. 
I deem thee not ſo weak, to loſe revenge, 
Becauſe in hope the paſſion of thy ſoul 
Soar'd above due revenge. When men, Maclenna, 
Lend me their aid, I ſmile and am content. 
If they withhold it, in myſelf I truſt. 
Their follies move me not, nay, not their wrongs. 
I ſhould as ſoon rail, child- like, at the ſtone 
That from the tall rock falling ſmote my brow, 
As with unſeemly violence ſcare the wretch 
Who cannot be what Fate has made him not. 

Mac. (tabs him). I put thee to the proof, 

_ Gow. | Damnation !—Hold— — 

Strike not again—lIt is enough—The blow 

Mac. Such be thy doom | Now, Gowrie, for the 

king \ | 
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SCENE IV. 
Gowalx, RUTHVEN. 


Gow. Why, aye, this tries to the utmoſt. What 
remains ? 

Am I to ſink forgotten? Curſed chance 

The woman towers beyond me. Be it fo! 

Strength ebbs apace. One effort ſhall be made. 

The cloud built ſcene of grandeur fades in air. 

Ruthven will never yield to England's guile. 

He therefore dies. A king ſhall grace my fall, 
Ruth. Gowrie, my brother Gowrie 


Go. Whence art thou? 
Where didſt thou leave the king? | 
Ruth. | He is enclos'd. 


The ſnares our raſhneſs fram'd beſet his feet. 

Fir'd with a monarch's pride he ſcorns the prayer 

Why, Gowrie, thou art pale! =O God, my brother! 
Goto. The king, the treach'rous king! Lead, lead 

me hence. 

Give me to face him, and I die content. 

The villain ſervant of a faithleſs chief 

There is no time for words, The faithleſs king 

He muſt not, ſhall not triumph o'er us all. 

Thy father and thy brother——Lead me hence. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT, 
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SCENE I. 


James. HenDersoON armed. 


A cabinet, Doors on each fade. Another entrance 
from the middle of the ſcene. 


James. Cones he not yet? This, this is mockery. 
Nature, O nature ftruggling at my heart! 
Plac'd above men, I yet am man, and mine 
The doubts and fears of man. This pauſe—this pauſe. 
I look*d not for delay. Aught, aught but this. 
O Reſolution, thou art link'd to clay, 
And. weakneſs is thy portion! Soul, be firm. 
Break not an oath undried upon the lip. 
If Falſehood ſtable in the breaſt of kings, 
Earth will again to deſert wildneſs run, 
And wolves uſurp the palace. I am ſtrong ; 
And as the cedar roots him to the ground, 
And lifts his high top tow'rds the face of heav'n, 
I mock the ſhaft of malice. * 
Hend. | This is ill, 
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(Would it were o'er |} moſt ill. It ſhakes me, this. 
James. Then, when the danger preſſes, is the 
praiſe, _ 

To eat, to drink, to nile when all elſe ſmiles, 

To do what nought provokes me not to do, 

Poor, poor and little 1 Is the virtue there. 

The enfeebled ſpirit, when the time cries Do,. 

Aſks what is to be done. The time once paſt 
O never will I earn mine own reproach. 

Life bought with ſhame is death without its hopes. 

A wounded ſpirit and a care-worn. frame. 

Better he falſe to me, than I to Heaven. 

Ill ſhows the dagger rais'd againſt the throne, 

But worſe the ſceptre warring on the ſkies. 

Hend. Why am I taſk'd to this? why ſtand [ thus, 

Like ſome inferior ſpirit ſpell bound here, 

To att the bidding of a maſter power. 

Reckleſs of what it bids? O Majeſty, 

How poor a mock omnipotence haſt thou, f 
When a boy's hand confines thee ! Re thou firm, 
Firm, armed hand! He may be honeſt till. | 
Obedience, thou att wakeful to thy crime, 
Sworn to thy blindneſs only. Coward Doubt, 85 
Steal not the props of confidence away, 25 
Nor pluck reliance from the heart of truth. ; 

Is life ſo mere a cheat, that virtue wins 

No note, no paſſport in the path ſhe takes ? 
Are years of honour nothing ? Coward Doubt, 
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The day is full of gawds : it wantons on 
Scorning yon ſable ſpeck, that gathering thick 
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Taint not my growing youth with aged fears, 
Nor let Suſpicion ere its hour intrude 

To blaſt Imagination's wholſome fruits, 

And plant with thorns fair Nature's painted vales, 


' FE NE. Il. 


James, HENDRRSON, RUTHYEN. .. 


Ruth. My feet have brought me hither, not my 
_ c | 
I am arciv'd, but know not how I came. 
The ſtairs that I aſcended fled beneath me 
More numerous than of. old. It is the place. 
For there the gallery branches to the left. 
It is the place. The portal ſtopp'd me not, 
But yielded to my hand, although it ſhook. 
The ſtep, that bore me onward, ſtagger'd too. 
Thou, guileful Night, haſt witneſs'd ſuch a tread. 
For thou haſt ſeen {low ſtealing through the glen, 
Groping and ſtumbling o'er an unbleſt grave, 


The murderous ruthan in his ſecret haunt, 


It is not night, nor mine the work of night. 


F 


In mutinous pomp and ſullenneſs of hue 


Scowls on the gorgeous ſun's imperial fires. 


* 
* pd 
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Beam on, proud ſun ! Not mine the work of night. 
Beam on, proud ſun!—That which Heav'n wills it aids: 
Whom it corrects, it loves; whom loves; it tries. 
O word of myſtery, if I read you wrong, 
I am more damn'd That, that way, lies deſpair, 
There too is pride, there ſtubbornneſs of will. 
Not obſtinate, not peeviſh to the ſkies, 
Is the ſubmithon that ſubmits and weeps. 
Heav'n claims not always all that it enjoins. 
The worſhip is the obedience, not the deed. 
O that an arm of light would iſſue forth 
From yon dark cloud, and drive my footſteps back 
O that a miſty column would ariſe 
Curling from earth, and fill the ſpace between! 
O that, commithon'd from ſome pitying orb, 
A ruſhing wind would ſnatch the victim hence 
O that a voice ethereal and benighn———— _ 
All, all is vain : for there, lo there he ſtands, 
And walls of adamant encloſe me round. 

James. He comes, and I am ſav'd. For this, for 

this, | | 

Strength'ner of hearts, whatever elſe betide, 
Thou ever preſent in the hour of need, 
For this at leaft I lowly bow me down | 
The compact is perform'd. © Unſcath'd have paſt 
"The feet of honour o'er the burning marl. 
Joy! joy ! Preſerv'd the treaſure of the houſe, 
Poor is the plunder, though the building fall. 
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Ruth. Departed ſpirits of an injur'd race, 
Hover around me as I liſt the point, | 
And lend cœleſtial temper te the feel ! 
For not from me, for not from- mortal hand, 
Ifdues the firoke that wounds the martyr's breaſt, 
The hallow'd inftrument of ire is Heaven's, 
And ye the miniſters that guide it home! 
James. Ruthven, the darkneſs of thine eye denotes 
The ſettled midnight of a guilty ſoul, 
I know that, lifted o'er the crowd, tis mine: 
Planted the mark of envy, to ſuſtain- 
The billowy menace of each chating ſurge: 
I know, and I ſubmit. From thee, from thee - 
I came to thee a gueſt, I came in love. 
Ruthven, with guile, inhoſpitable guile, 
Hither from aid didſt thou ſeduce me far, 
Fetter'd me with an oath, and left me captives. 
A powerleſs bar was yon fear-ſtricken youth, 
But thou hadfi bound me in a charmed chain. 
And I ſhould ſcorn me, more than I do thee, 
However tempted and however mov'd, 
Had I, whilſt ſpeeding to the throne divine 
The faithful vow aſcended up to God, 
Forgetful of its purport, ſtoop'd to break 
That patient filence I had ſworn to keep. 
Ruth. King, thou doſt ill. I, I too have an oath. 
James. However ſwift the troublous moment roll, 
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The good man feels at once his part afſign'd*,” 
Nor quits the poſt of duty but with life. 
Not void the covenant, though made with: thee. 
The temple ftill upholds its arched roof, 
Though at its ſhrine the aſſaſſin lurk beneath. 
T he pledge redeem'd, or liberty or death. 
' Ruth. Call not the pauſing adder from his cell. 
It is to ſtir the tiger with a reed, 
To rouſe mine anger with a warring tongue. 
Too ſoon, too ſoon, for me and for thyſelf —— 
L had a father. Bright the warrior ſtood | 
In the meridian blaze of wealth and fame 
The tempeſt lower d, and all his fires decay'd. 
I had a brother. Had? within this hour 
His manly front he rear'd in pride to heaven. 
O'er him the blaſt of diſſolution ſped, 1 
And he too claims acquaintance with the worm, 
For them Neceflity withdrew not back, 
Nor yet for thee ſhall ſhe withhold the blow. 
H.. My ſpirits fail. My breath too—fick, fick, 
ſick. 
James. What, Gowrie dead?—Thou haſt not mur; 
der'd him 
My ſaviour, my preſerver, dead, dead, dead! 
Globe of the world, if crimes, if crimes like theſe— 


* An expreſſion of this nature is ſaid to have been 
uttered by an European Soyereign to R. B, Sheridan, Eſq, 
in June 1509, 
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Ruth. No. Heav'n forefend !—Thefe hands, theſe 
unſain'd hands, | 
Fair, and untainted with the crimſon ſpot—— 
O God, O God! theſe very hands ere Tong —— 
Well, ſhudder not, my foul. "Tis Gowrie bids : 
Gowrie himſelf, the ſaviour! In the grave | 
There is no fraud, corruption cannot lie. 
James. All, all is ſalſe, ſince thou and he are falſe! 
I'll not believe it. Thou, unhinged earth, 
Doſt thou not heave through all thy pillar'd frame ? 
O luckleſs royalty, O ill- ſtarr d power, 
Where ſhalt thou find a breaſt on which to lean, 
When theſe, when theſe are lr enn ho! help! 
I will not parley more. -4 
Ruth. qt med ee peace. 
Death is upon thee. Do not urge the ſtroke 
The ſpirit of eſtrangement is abroad, 
And wert thou mail'd.in tenfold purity—— 
Pure ! innocent! Thou innocent, thou pure 
O wert thou fo, though bending down to earth 
The darken'd welkin touch'd the ſmoking hills, 
And from the midſt a viſible angel call'd, 
I wouid not harm —— 
N For pity's ſake, my lord, 
For pity and for honour, O my lord 


Ruth. Ha, thou doſt well: Thou doſt remind me 
well, 


* 
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For this waſt thou brought hither—Look ; thro' him, 
Through him my father died. Look on, behold. 
Through him too thine! ſo mercy ſave my ſoul 
As I ſpeak true (and I have need of mercy)— 
Through him too thine! Take this, and ſtab for juſtice ! 

Hen. Never. So help me bleſſedneſs above! 
Rather than lift mine arm againſt the liſe 
Of him, who Heavy'n-appointed ſits enthron d 
To publiſh judgment through a guilty realm ; 
Rather than touch with ſacrilegious hand 
A ſingle hair of his anointed head; _ 
I would alyure the accurſed gift of birth, 

And ſhed my young blood drop by drop for his ! 

Thou art deceiv'd, my maſter, art betray d. 
The piety that ſhould protect betrays ; 
And the parental urn thou doſt embrace, 
Tumbling amain, drags thee too to the duſt. 
Thou art decciv'd, betray'd, and baſely ſold. 
It is the earl, it is the gloom-fed ear 
That lures thee from the loyalty which once 
Built in thine heart's warm core her holieſt ſnrine 

Ruth, There is no earl Away, fond boy, away. 
They come - they come! — Then all retreat is vain. 
This for mine oath. 
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SCENE. 11h. 


Noiſe wvithout. The middle door is burſt open. RuTH- 
VEN r1ſbes on the king, HENDERSON places bimſclf 
between. Ramsay, ERSKINE, Oc. paſs before and 
attack BUTTS MaT1LDA. 


Hen. N to Protect Ruthven) . ſave him! 
ſave my maſter ! 
Ruth. (falls) Not mine, not mine, the had for 
which I die, | | 
Hen. (throwing himſelf on the body of Ruthven) My 
lord, my maſter ! 0 my gentle maſter 
Erſkine. Look to the door. How fares it with the 
king? _ 
James. Moſt like a mad balf-doubrfjl if he Ho 
Snatch'd at the midnight hour from raging fires, 
Mat. Guard thee, my brother | Gowrie is no more z 
Slain, b baſely Nain. Foul Treachery is at work. _ 
Bid the houſe arm. Guard, Ruthven, guard thee well. 
James. No, the foul work is o'er, Its end is there. 


There, Treaſon, read the recompenſe of ill, 


Nor mock the majeſty of wakeful Heav'n. 
Mat. Treaſon? What Treaſon ?—Ruthven, Ruthven 
dead ? 


Then there is nothing left on earth for hope, 


And in the wide, wide world I ftand alone 
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James. Lady, may pains, en thaught be 

mine : 

Mat. ST der _ mine named —_ 
Thou guardian of mine honour and my fame, 
Wake from the ſleep of death that weighs thee down; 
Leave me not lonely on the defert earth! | | 
Thou other father to mine early years, 

Thou ſtay, thou column of my life to come 

Hear me, my brother, leave me not alone. = 

If J have lov'd thee with a double love, 

A daughter's reverence and a fifter's zeal, 

Wake to my prayers. Blood, blood is on thy face 

Put what of that? I'Il kiſs the ſtains away. 

Hear'ſt thou not, Ruthven? Cold, pals 1! cold and 
dead ! 

If thou awak'ſt not to Matilda's cries, 

Thou art indeed beyond the reach of aid ! 

Gone, gone, quite gone! My brother, O my brother 

My gallant and my kind ! 

James. Thou hapleſs mold | 

Mat. Talk not to me. Barbarian, monſter, king 
Comeſt thou in wantonneſs of pride, here, here, 
Beneath our roof to wreak the thirſt of gore 
That parches thee within, that dries thee up, 

And drains the genial dews of ſocial love ? 
Through thee the father died. An angry hand 
Eager for ſpoil tore his domains away. 

One brother fled. A ſecond ſtill remain'd, 
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To rear mine-infancy with foſt'ring care. 
And didſt thou hide thine hatred but for this? 
Didſt thou with feign d contrition lure him back 


Only for this—that both, that both might die ? 


The cup of health, when pledg'd by thee, is bane. 
Thou fitteſt at the feaft, and deck'd in ſmiles 
Holdeſt intelligence with Death, who notes 


The doom of thoſe whom moſt thou doſt careſs ! 


Mock me not, king. The weapons are unſheath'd, 


Unwip'd and glitt'ring in the affaflin hands. 
Well, murder'd Ruthven, well didſt thou pronounce, 


That there were wrongs of force enough to tear 
Each cheriſh'd duty from the alarmed mind; 

To ſtain allegiance with the bluſh of ſhame, 

And make deſpair religion | Powerful Nature, 
Thine are primeval rights, which will be heard! 


Which fire me now, which madd'ning drive me wild 


James. O ſacred be they ever! ſacred now! 


To fence affection round with equal law, 
And bind in harmony the moral world, 
Were kings ordain'd': for that the ſceptre given, 


I will not violate the fount of tears, 

I will not treſpaſs on the ſecret grot 

Where partial Pity hangs the tablet up, 

Nor chide the ſorrows that defame the throne, 
It is the lot of high-plac'd human frailty 

'To bear the brunt of every rude offence. 
Infirmity, though eagle- eyed to ſpy, 
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And as the beaver watchful to repair 

Each crevice of a wrong, is human ſtill. 

Error is man's birth- portion. But of this, 

Of this on which thine accuſation builds, 

As I am guilty, ſo devour me Hell 

As I am guiltleſs, ſo defend me Heaven ! | 
Hen. Sweet lady, ever-honour'd, ever-lov'd | 

And not leſs lov'd becauſe affliction now 

Makes even the tear of ſuch a thing as I 

Leſs valueleſs than once !—Too ſure he died, 

(Grief, give me way) and O too ſure he died 

The hapleſs victim of his vain attempt 


SCENE IF. - 


Jags, Sc. MacLexna, armed peaſants, ſervants, 
Se. | 


Mac. Behold him there, the artificer of blood! 
Behold him there, the trampler o'er the flain !— 
Now, now, my countrymen ! if yours are hearts 
That know to feel and that refuſe to fear, 

That deep engrave a benefit receiv d, 

And ſwell tumultuous at an offer'd wrong ; 

If yours are hands the miniſters of hearts, 

(Hands to whoſe graſp, her bandage pluck'd afide, 
Juſtice herſelf commends the unerring ſword) 

Now, now, my countrymen, in heart and hand 

E 
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Rouſe you to manly rage. Low, low, Be lies, 
Whoſe frown was pity and whoſe ſmile was health; 
Whoſe herald was content, whoſe path was peace. 
He, at whoſe tread th threſhold of each cot | 
Pour'd itſelf out in bleſſings on his head, 
Low lies in duſt. There, there the aſſaſſin ſtands ! 
The man of blood, the trampler o'er the ſlain !— 
What! ſhall he triumph? ſhall he ſtab? then laugh, 
Maſking in ſov'reigrity the right to kill, | 
And bid us hence O, let it not be ſaid | 
The bleeding title on yonder earth cries out, 

And ſteams in ſilent eloquence to Heaven! 
Hen. Madmen, away !—touch not with impious 

hands 

This earthly image of-the Lord of hoſts ! 
Madmen, away !—ere lightnings from beneath 
Scatter your aſhes whitening o'er the land. 
I, I am low, a peaſant as yourſelves ; 
Like yours the love—No, all your loves in one 
Will not make up the worſhip of this heart. 
O it were beggiry of words to name 
The zeal with which I ſerv'd him, common love. 
It is a fin that preſſes on my ſoul, 
He whelm'd in laſting night, that I ſurvive ! 
But there is yet a taſk of duty left 
That nails me moveleſs to the houfe of death, 
That, like a ſtatue, plants the at his tomb. 
O for a fire wing d eherub's armed ſtrength, 
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O for a flame-tipt ſword to guard the ſpot 
Back, in the ſpirit of my maſter, back ! 
Heap not new crimes upon his bleeding corſe. 
Error, the child of Weakneſs and of Grief, 
With the fair ſeeming of a brother's guile, 
Woo'd him to ſcorn ; Rebellion ſeiz'd her hour, 
And mark'd him hers ; he yielded, and he fell. 
Back, in the ſpirit of my maſter, back 
His dark offence ſtill bears a ſoothing plea, 
And God in mercy ſhall pronounce the doom. — 
Back, madmen, back ! nor call the thunder forth. 
Load not the trembling balance of his fate, 
Nor caſt him out in fiery floods to bathe | 
Mac, O, ſpite of hell! it joys me while it wounds. 
They quail, the ſlaves l the boy · tongue ſtrikes them 
don | 
Hen. How Gowrie died, is hid. But Ruthven's 
ſelf | : 
In paſſion's fulleſt ſwell abſolv'd the king. | 
The ſtruggling virtues of his heart long, long 
Retirain'd his arm. He gave the ficel to me 
Talk'd ſomewhat of a father, bade ine ſtrike 
] well believe my father died (what time 
Conſpiracy led forth his vaſſal train 
And bade defiance to the unſettled throne) 
The weak attendant of ſyperior might: 
But wrong inveſts not wrong with right to wield 
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The venom'd weapon of unſanction'd ire. 
The murder of the guiltleſs riſes bigh, 
And with inceflant clamour wakes the ſtars: 

But O, when Royal Innocence expires, 

Pierc'd by the ſword of unrelenting wrath, 

The heaving boſom of the Earth gives way, 

The entwined cords of amity are rent : 

The thouſand, thouſand charities of life, 

Link within link, that form the chain of love, 

Shiv'ring in ſplinter'd fragments, ſtartle Peace : 

She ſhrieks—and with her reſt and joy depart, 

Anguiſh and deſolations countleſs come: 

A vaporous blood-cloud ſhades the groaning land, 

And the red ſun is blotted out from heaven: 

Till Time, the cormorant, ſwallows up the flain, 

Brooding o'er all, and ſteeps in death the ſoil, 

Mat. ' Begone, my friends! Theſe tears perforce 

will fiream : | 

Read, read in them the ſtruggles of my breaſt — 

Read too in them the thanks your love demands. 

Preſs, preſs not further. Leave me, worthy friends 

To right the injur'd lives a God in heaven, 

And Law, the image of his will, on earth. 


[ Hender/on throws bimſelf at Matilda's feet, and 
weeps on ber band. The armed crowd retires, 


Mac. Confuſion, folly, madneſs \—Mock'd| 
defied !— TIT | 
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O phrenſy of affection !—idle heart, 

That lull'd me in oblivion as he ſpoke, 

Nor ſtruck indignant when the ſtorm was up! 

Baffled, defied !—O changeful, coward throng |— 

And ſhall the planted of the hand prevail 

To thwart the hand that planted ? Never, never. 
Sov'reign, give ear. The trial ends not thus. 
Arm nat with thoughtlefincſs thy conſcious heart, 
But to the voice that ſoon ſhall ceaſe to ſpeak, 
Patient give ear. I have not long to live. 

The name of exil'd Logan bears a ſound 

Not by the Throne unheard—His ſiſter I—- 

Thou know'ft the huſband of that ſiſter died. 

No traitor he, not his the crime of arms ; 

He died the ſon of ſcience and of peace, 

Martyr to Law (Law, Law is all in all, 

The ſtay, the flaff, on which Matilda leans).— 

J had a daughter: Morton woo'd the girl. 
You, you forbade the nuptials : She too died. 

The ſov'reign winces not: Law ſanctions all, 
Law and its hireling Cuſtom ſanction all. 
Law viſits on che child the parent's fin; 
Law (the bright image of the mind divine, 

Reaſon's fair type, perfection's other felt), 

Becauſe the father errs, deſpoils the fon ; 

Sows in his infant breaſt the thorns of hate, 

And wonders at the growth. Law hangs the thief, 

The puny, pilf*ring knave who filches bread; _ 
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* But dauntleſs treads the patrimonial oil, 
Snatches the prize, and glorying ſtamps it hers, 
O madneſs of deception ! Law, yes, I. aw 
Cements, tis true, the fabric of deſpair, 
That courteſy calls ſocial; Law, yes, Law, 
Cruſhing with Babel-preſſure all beneath, 

Rivets with bolts the pyramid of ill; 

And with the force of adamant confirms 

To each his lot—to 'Tyranny his wealth, 

To Lowlineſs his beggary and taunts ! 

Law figns the puniſhment, Law makes the crime. 
Law—Law is honour, feeling, juſtice, power! 
Law——is my mock. I trample on it thus! 


[4s Maclenna advances to firike the king, Hen- 
derſon ſprings up, catches ber arm, and in the 
feruggle flabs ber, She cafts a look of mingled 
expreſſion on Henderſon, and falls. 


—— 1 » N . BAG 


* An aſſertion was made a year or two ago by the Britiſh 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, that Property was the crea- 
ture of Law, Lord Lanſdown contende that Law was 
the creature of Property. The Marquis was right. 


END OF THE FIFTH ACT. 
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